LUXURY AT KERIYA
Then, dressed in our very best—which is to say that we
wore clean shirts—we set off, accompanied by the aksakal, to
pay calls on the civil and military authorities. Brigadier-
General Ma Fu-yang had a shaven head and a low, wrinkled
forehead. He was unable to read the Chinese visiting cards
we presented, so his secretary, an elegant young Chinaman,
was called in. This "literate53 from Lanchow had heard of
The Times and he knew where Switzerland was, even Geneva.
That was a surprise. Having exchanged civilities we
managed to turn the conversation on to the subject of the
renowned young chief, Ma Ghung-ying. We wanted to
know where he was. It was difficult to hide our astonishment
when they told us that Ma Chung-ying was at Khotan,
We were going to be there in five days* time. But no, we
should not see him. He was there incognito* We followed
our hosts' example, smiled politely and affected to believe
what we were told. "Was it bad for the Tungan cause, then,
to have Ma Chung-ying in Moscow? Otherwise why not
admit that he was there?
The barracks were cleanly kept, as were also the hundreds
of old rifles arranged in their racks. We were escorted
ceremoniously to the outer door. In spite of the extreme heat
several awkward-looking young recruits were playing
basket-ball on the barrack-square.
The aksakal next presented us to the m^yor. We reached
him at the end of a series of courts which formed an imposing
yamen. He was a handsome Turki dressed in a khalat of
green taffeta. Though he dared not complain openly, we
gathered that he was not allowed to resign his office, nor
could he emigrate to India (taking his fortune with him),
for want of a passport. When he was saying good-bye he
promised that we should have the five donkeys and two
horses we wanted to hire.
Rholam Mohammed Khan took us to lunch at a country
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